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F TER expreſſing my gratitude to the public, 
A for the kind reception they have given to Miſs 


Honeycombe, and returning thanks to the perform- 
ers for their care and uncommon excellence in the 
repreſent ation, I did not think of adding any thing 
further by way of preface: but my publiſher inſiſts 
on the neceſſity of my ſaying ſomething in behalf of 
the piece, which, I think, ought to ſpeak for itſelf, 
and that my friend's ſcheme is much of the ſame co- 
lour with Bayes's practice of printing papers 70 inf 
nuate the plot into the boxes. It has been uſual with 
the writers of the French theatre, it is true, to tack 
examens of their plays, like a ſting or melius non tan- 
gere to the critics, to the tail of them. But why 
need an Engliſh author put himſelf to that trouble, 
when the learned and impartial gentlemen of the re- 
views are ſo ready to take it off his hands, unleſs it 
were, like Dryden, to turn the thunder of the cri- 
tic's own artillery againft himſelf, and to confute or 
anticipate his cenſures, by proving the fable, cha- 
racters, ſentiments, and language, to be excellent, 
or, if indeed there were ſome parts of it inferior 
to the reſt, ſuch parts were purpoſely underwritten, 
In order to ſet off the ſuperior to more advantage ? 
This, indeed, Dryden has often done, and done ſo 
inimitably, that I ſhall not attempt it after him. 


To 


A 


iv . 
To the gentlemen, therefore, above mentioned, the 
ſelf-impannelled jury of the Engliſh court of criti- 
ciſm, without challenge, T put myſelf on my trial, 
for the high crime of writing for the ſtage, truſting 
that their candour will ſend me a good deliverance. 
I could, indeed, in compliance with the requeſt 
of my publiſher, have obliged the public, by print- 
ing, entire, an original manuſcript, now in my poſ- 
ſeſſion, containing ſeveral ſtrictures on the following 
ſcenes; being no other than a letter from .my mo- 
ther, occaſioned by the firſt night's repreſentation, 
which, like moſt other firſt nights, was nothing more 
than a public rehearſal, with ten thouſand fears and 
apprehenſions, that never attend a private one. 'The 
good gentlewoman, hurt at the confuſion, and in 
pain for my ſucceſs, tells me with much warmth, 
and as dogmatically as any male critic could poſſi- 
bly do, that ſhe 1s aſtoniſhed at my attempting to 
violate the received laws of the drama That the 
Cataſtrophe (that was really her word) is directly con- 
trary to all known rules -—— That the ſeveral cha- 
racters, inſtead of being diſmiſſed, one by one, ſhould 
have been induſtriouſly kept together, to make a 
bow to the audience at the dropping of the curtain 
— That, notwithſtanding any confuſion, crea- 
ted by the girl's Whimſical paſſion for novels, in the 
courſe of the piece, all parties ſhould be perfectly 
reconciled to each other at laſt. Polly, having ma- 
nifeſted her affection for him, ſhould, to be ſure, 
have been married to Scribble, and the parents 
ſhould have been thoroughly, though ſuddenly, ap- 
peaſed by the declared reformation of both. Led- 
ger might, with much propriety, and great proba- 
| bility, 
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bility, have been diſpoſed of to the Nurſe: and the 
whole piece, inſtead of concluding bluntly with a 
ſentence in proſe, ſhould have been tagged with a 
conplet or two, and then every thing would have 
gone off ſmoothly and roundly, à la mode du theatre. 

Having thus preſented the public with a ſmall 
ſpecimen of my good mother's talents for criticiſm, I 
ſhall not, by attempting to anſwer them, heap remarks 
upon remarks ; rather chuſing to leave her and all 
other criticks, male and female, to meditate on the 
following extract from Ben Jonſon; but muſt, at 
the fame time, defire not to be underſtood to take 
to myſelf that confidence, with which he preſumes 
to ſpeak of his own abilities. 

« Though my Cataſtrophe may, in the ſtrict ri- 
*« pour of comic law, meet with cenſure ; I deſire 
« the learned and charitable critic, to have ſo much 
« faith in me, to think it was done of induſtry : for, 
« with what eaſe J could have varied it nearer his 
* ſcale (but that I fear to boaſt my own faculty) I 
% could here inſert.” To this quotation I ſhall add 
a ſhort ſtory, and then conelude my preface with the 
remainder of my good mother”s letter. The ſtory is 
as follows: 

A nobleman of Madrid, being preſent at the Spa- 
mſh comedy, fell aſleep during the firſt act, and ne- 
ver woke again till the end of the play. Then rub- 
bing his eyes, and obſerving his friends laughing at 
the hearty nap he had taken, he cried out, How now Y 
Gentlemen What ! Is it ovur then? Are the Actors 
all MakrigED? 

The remainder of the Letter is in theſe words: 
And then I was the more alarmed at this 


4 unſtiſonabte attempt 2. novelty, leſt it ſhould put 
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it out of my power to preſerve my credit with 
my worthy friend Mr. Luteſtring, the filk mer- 
cer in Cheapfide. You know, Child, that juſt 
after you had informed me of Polly Honeycomb's 
being in rehearſal, a late melancholy event put 
the whole nation into deep mourning. The things 
which I made up. three years ago, on account of 
the death of the Princeſs of Orange, having ſince 
been uſed on ſeveral other occafions, could by no 
means be rendered capable of going through the 
preſent mourning : a ſix months mourning ! quite 
a thing impoſſible. This gave me ſome little un- 
eaſineſs, eſpecially as I had juſt got my Blues 
Tabby cleaned for the winter's wear. However, 
I did not doubt but that, on the ſtrength of your 
Farce, my good friend Luteſtring would give me 
credit for two and twenty yards of Bombazine; 
to make me up a ſack and petticoat; and accord» 
ingly I went immediately up to his houſe. When 
I got there, Mr. Luteſtring was not at home; but 
the young man very civilly defired me to walk 
into the little parlour behind the ſhop, till his 
maſter's return, and there I found Mrs. Luteſtring, 
who received me with her uſual good-nature. The 
goodwoman was fitting alone (the two girls being, 
it ſeems, gone to ſee the. ſcaffolding in Weſtminſter 
Abbey) induſtriouſly employed in making up her 
own mourning ;. but her daughters gowns, juſt come 
from the Mantua-maker's, lay in the window 
and black caps, black fans, black gloves, Cc. 


from the milliner's, were ſcattered careleſly about 


the table, together with three or four books, half- 
bound, and a bulky pamphlet. Theſe I had the 


curioſity to examine, and found them to be, (tho! 
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« much thumbed, and in a greaſy condition, indeed, 
« for the peruſal of ſuch fine ladies) the firſt volume 
« of the Adventures of Mr. Loveil, the third volume 
© of Betſy Thonghtleſs, the New Atalantis for the 
% year 1760, and the Catalogue of the Circulating 
« Library. The books I was too well acquainted 
© with to be tempted to any further peruſal of them; 
but (on Mrs. Luteſtring's being called into the 
« ſhop to ſpeak to a particular cuſtomer) I made the 
ce incloſed Extract from the Catalogue, which, as. it 
falls exactly in with your deſign, I now ſend for 
% your conſideration. Heaven bleſs you, My Dear 
Child! and ſend that your Farce may do ſome good 
on the Giddy Girls of this Age! 


TX T KERR 
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P ROL 
Spoken by Mr. KING. 


Ither, in days of yore, from Spain or France 
Came a dread Sorcereſs ; her name, RoMancy, 

O'er Britain's Ile her wayward ſpells She caft. 
And Common Senſe in magick chain bound faſt. 
In mad Sublime did each fond Lower woot, 
And in Heroicks ran each Billet-Doux: 
High Deeds of Chivalry their fole Delight, 
Each Fair a Maid Diſtreſt, each Swain a Knight. 
Then might Statira Orondates /ee, 
At Tilts and Tournaments, arm'd Cap-a-pee. 
She too, on Milk-white Palfrey, Lance in hand, 
A Dwarf to guard her, pranc'd about the land. 

This Fiend to quell, his ſword Cervantes ar, 
A truſty Spaniſh Blade, Toledo true: 
Her Taliſmans and Magick Wand he broke —— 
Knights, Genii, Caſtles . vaniſb'a into ſmoke, 

But now, the dear delight of later years, 
The younger Siſter of ROMANCE appears © 
Leſs ſolemn is her air, her drift the ſame, 
And NoveL her enchanting, charming, Name. 
Romance might ſtrike our grave Forefather”s pomp, 
But NoveL for our Buck and lively Romp l 
Caſſanara's Folics now no longer read, 
See, Two Neat Pocket Volumes in their flead ! 
And then ſo ſentimental 7s the Stile, 
So chaſte, yet Jo bewitching all the while ! 
Plot, and elopement, paſſion, rape, and rapture, 
The total ſum of ev'ry dear dear Chapter. | 
: *Tis 
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K. 
7 not alone the Small- Tall and the Smart, 
*Tis NovEL moſt beguiles the Female Heart. 
Miſs reads —fhe melts—fhe fighs—Lewve fteals upon her — 
And then Alas, poor Girl good night, poor Honour ! 


« t Thus of cur Polly having lightly ſpoke, 
* Now for our Author !—but without a joke. 
« Tho” Wits and Journals, who ne er fib6'd before, 
« Have laid this Bantling at a certain door, £ 
«« Where, lying flore of faults, they'd fain heap more; 
« [ now declare it, as a ſerious truth, 
& *T;s the firſt folly of a ſimple Touth, 
Caught and deluded by our harlot plays. 
% Thea cruſh not in the ſhell this infant Bayes ! 
% Exert your favour to a young Beginner, 


4. Nor u/e the Stripling like a Batter'd Sinner ! 


f Theſe Links were added by Mr. Garrick, on its 
being reported, that he was the Author of this Piece : 
and, however humorous and poetical, contain as 


&ri& Matter of Fact as the dulleſt Proſe. 


on 


Hontvcomsr, Mr. YaTEs, 
Lzenctr, Mr. BRANSBV. 
SCRIBBLE, Mr. Kixe. 


Mrs. HoNEYCOMUREI, Mrs. KENNEDY. 


Por Ir, Miſs Pop:. 


Nuzksz, | Mrs. BRA DPSHAW. 
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POLLY HONEYCOMBE, 
A Dramatic NovEL of one AcT. 
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An Apartment in HontvcomMBE's Houſe, 


PoLLY, with a Book in her Hand. | 


Polly. E LL ſaid, Sir George! — 0 the dear 
man! But ſfo——*< With theſe words 
the enraptured baronet [reading] concluded his 
<< declaration of love.” —So “ But what heart can 
imagine, [reading] what tongue deſcribe, or what 
<< pen delineate, the amiable confuſion of Emilia??? 


— Well! now for it!-------<* Reader, if thou art a 


„ courtly reader, thou haſt ſeen at polite tables, iced 
cream crimſoned with raſberries ; or, if thou art 
an uncourtly reader, thou haſt ſeen the roſy fin- 
<< gered morning, dawning in the golden eaſt 1 
Dawning in the golden eaſt !ſ=—=Very pretty 


Thou haſt ſeen, perhaps, [reading] the artificial 
© vermilion on the cheeks of Cleora, or the vermili- 


on of nature on thoſe of Sylvia; 5 thou haſt ſeen — 


cc in A word, the lovely face of Emilia was Over- 
60 ſpread with bluſhes.”----This is a moſt beautiful 
paſſage, I proteſt! Well, a novel for my money ! 
Lord, lord, my ſtupid papa has no taſte, He has 


B | no 


| 
| 
| 


—. 
* 


er 


* Emilia?” —— Tender creature! — “ She, half 3 
e raiſing [reading and acting] her downcaſt eyes, and 


in her hurry, and ſtrewed the floor with porce- 


did he ſay? i 


2 POLLY HORN EYCOU REE. 


no notion of humour, and character, and the ſenſibi- 
lity of delicate feeling. [afe&#edly] And then mama, 
— but where was I? — Oh here « Overſpread 
&« with bluſhes. [reading] Sir George, touched at her | 
“ confuſion, gently ſeized her hand, and ſoftly 
5“ preſling it to his boſom, [a&ing it as /he read.] ; 
« where the pulſes of his heart beat quick, throb- 
« bing with tumultuous paſſion, in a plaintive tone 
& of voice breathed out, Will you not anſwer me, 


A 


half znclining her averted head, ſaid in faultering WW 
« accents—Yes, Sir! Well, now !—** Then gra- 
« dually recovering, with ineffable ſweetneſs, ſhe W 
« prepared to addreſs him; when Mrs. Tenkin/on 
© bounced into the room, threw down a ſet of china 


&« Jain fragments: then turning Emilia round and 
* round, whirled her out of the apartment in an in- 
« ſtant, and ſtruck Sir George dumb with aſtoniſh- 
« ment at her appearance. She raved; but the ba- 
« ronet reſuming his accuſtomed effrontery— 


Enter NURSE. 


Polly. Oh, Nurſe, I am glad to 5 vou, Well, 
and how ——— 

Nurſe. Well, Chicken! 

Polly. Tell me, tell me all this inftant. Did you 
ſee him? Did you give him my letter? Did he 
write? Will he come? Shall I ſee him? Have 
you got the anſwer in your pocket? Have you 

Nurſe. Bleflings on her, how her tongue runs! 

_ "Polly. Nay, but come, dear Nurſee, tell me, what 


1 Nurſe. | 


POLLY HoNEYCOMBE. 3 


Nurſe. Say ? why he took the letter— _ 

Polly. Well! 

Nur/e. And kiſs'd it a thouſand times, and read ĩ ut 
a thouſand times, and 

Polly. Oh charming! 

Nurſe. And ran about the room, and bleſt himſelf, 
and, heaven preſerve us, curſt himſelf, and 

Polly. Very fine! very fine! 

Nurſe: And vowed he was the moſt miſerable crea- 
ture upon earth, and the happicſt man ir the world, 
and 

Polly. Prodigiouſly fine! excellent! my dear, dear 
Nurſee ! [4:/ing her] come, give me the letter. 

Narſe, Letter, Chicken! what letter ? [ently.] 

Polly. The anſwer to mine. Come then! | impatri- 

Nurſe. J have no letter. He had ſuch a preamble to 
write, by my troth J could not 1 for it. 

Polly. Pſhah! 

; Nurſe. How ſoon you're affronted now ! he faid 
he'd ſend it ſome time to-day. 

Polly. Send it ſome time to-day !—I wonder now, 
Tas if muſing] how he will convey it. Will he 
ſqueeze it, as he did the laft, into the chicken- 
houſe” in the garden? Or will he write it in lemon- 
juice, and ſend it in a book, like blank-paper ? Or 
will he throw it into the houſe, incloſed in an o- 
range? Or will he ———= 

Nurſe. Heavens bleſs her, what a ſharp wit ſhe has! 

Polly. T have not read ſo many books for nothing. 
Novels, Nurſee, novels!” A novel is the only thing 
to teach a girl life, and the way of the world, and 
elegant fancies, and love to the end of the chapter. 

Nurſe. Yes, yes, you are always reading your 


= imple ſtory-books. The Ventures of Fack this, and 
B 2 the 
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| 
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what, Nurſee. III marry Mr. Scribble, and not marr 


4 Porz HonEYCOMBE. Y 
the hiſtory of Bech t'other, and Sir Humphrys, and 4 
women with hard chriſtian names. You had better A 
read your prayer-book, Chicken. $ 
Polly. Why, ſo I do; but I'm reading this now. 
{ Looking into the book] She raved, but the baronet“ 1 
—T really think I love Mr. Scribble as well as Eni. 
lia did Sir George. — Do you think, Nurſee, I ſhould 
have had ſuch a good notion of love ſo early, if I had 
not read Novels ?—Did not I make a conqueſt of 
Mr. Scribble in a ſingle night at a dancing? But my 3 
croſs. papa will hardly ever let me go out.— And then, 
I know life as well as if I had been in the Beau 
Monde all my days. I can tell the nature of a maſ- 3 
querade as well as if I had been at twenty. I long 
for a mobbing ſcheme with Mr. Scribble to the two 
hilling gallery, or a ſnug: party a little way out of 4 
town, in a poſt-chaiſe and then, I have ſuch a 3 
head full of intrigues and contrivances! Oh, Nur-W 
ſee, a novel 1s the only thing. 2 
Nur/e. Contrivances! ay, marry, you have need of! A 
contrivances. Here are your papa and mama fully i 
reſolved to marry you to young Mr. Ledger, Mr. Si- [ 


* 


neon the rich Jew's wife's nephew, and all the While 
your head runs upon nothing but Mr. Scribble. 3 
Polly. A fiddle-ſtick's end for Mr. Ledger / I tell 


Mr. Ledger, whether papa and mama chuſe it or no. 
— And how do you think I'Il contrive it? 
Nur. How? Chicken! 
Polly. Why, don't you know ? 
Nurſe. No, indeed. 
Polly. And can't you gueſs ? 
Nurſe, No, by my troth, not I. 


| 'Porry HontyYCoMBE. 5 
nd Polk. O lord, it's the commoneſt thing in the 
ter world. —T intend to elope. 
f Nurſe. Elope! Chicken, what's that ? 

— Polly. Why, in the vulgar phraſe, run away. 
et“ that's all. | 
ni. Nurſe, Mercy on us run away ! 
uld Polly. Ves, run away, to be ſure. Why there's no- 
nad thing in that, you know. Every girl elopes, when 
of her parents are obſtinate and ill-natur'd about mar- 
my] rying her. It was juſt ſo with Beh Thomp/on and 
en, Sally Wilkins, and Clarinda, and Leonora in the hiſto- 
eau ry of Dick Careleſs, and Julia in the adventures of 
Tom Ramble, and fifty others Did not they all e- 
lope? and ſo will I too. I have as much right to 
elope, as they had, for I have as much love, and as 
much ſpirit as the beſt of them. 
| Nurje. Why, Mr. Scribb/e's a fine man to be wy 
2 gentleman every inch of him! 

Polly. So he is, a dear charming man !---Will you 
elope too,, Nurſee? 

Nurſe. Not for the varſal world. Suppoſe now, 
Chicken, your papa and mama 

Polly. What care I for papa and mama? Have 
not they been married and happy long enough ago? 


| tell F and are not they ſtill coaxing, and fondling, and 
narry kiſſing each other all the day long: Where's my 
r 0. dear love, [mimicking] My beauty? ſays papa, hob- 


, bling along with his crutch-headed cane, and his 


oneycombe, d' ye love your noun dear wife? ſays ma- 
a; and then. they ſqueeze their hard hands to each 
ther, and their old eyes twinkle, and they're as 
RVing as Derby and Joan —eſpecially if mama has 
Poly, Mad a cordial or two Eh! Nurſee! 
« = 41- Nur/e, 


Wold gouty legs: Ah, my ſweeting, my precious Mr. 


— U— 2 —ᷣt— — 


| good woman! 


POLLY HONEYCOMUREE. 
Nurſe. Oh fie, Chicken! 

Polly. And then perhaps, in comes my utter aver- 
fion, Mr. Ledger, with his news from the change, 
and his Change-alley wit, and his thirty per cent. 
[mimicking] and ſtocks have riſen one and a half and 
three eighths. Pll tell ye what, Nurſee ! they 
would make fine characters for a novel, all three of 
them. 

Nurſe. Ah, you're a graceleſs bird! But I muſt 


go down ſtairs, and watch if the coaſt's clear, in caſe 


of a letter. 


Polly. Could not you go to Mr. Scribble's again 3 


after it? 
Nurſe. Again! indeed, Mrs. Hot upon't ! 


Polly. Do now, my dear Nurſee, pray do! and 
call at the circulating library, as you go along, for 3 
the reſt of this novel -g The hiſtory of Sir George True- 
man and Emilia---and tell the bookſeller to be ſure YH 


to ſend me the Brit: Amazon, and Tem Faddle, and 
the reſt of the new novels this winter, as ſoon as e- 
ver they come out. 3 
NMurſe. Ah, piſe on your naughty novels ! I ſay. 
+ | [ Ext. 


Polly. Ay, go now, my dear Nurſee, go, there's a 
What an old fool it is! with her 
piſe on it---and fie, Chicken---and no, by my troth | 
---[rimicking] — Lord! what a ſtrange houſe I live 


in! not a ſoul in it, except myſelf, but what are all 


ueer animals, quite droll creatures. There's papa 
q q 


and mama, and the old fooliſh Nurſe. —— [ Re-enter 
Nurſe with a band box.) Oh, Nurſee, what brings 
you back ſo ſoon? What have you got there ? 


. 1 
E 
- . 4 


Nurſe. Mrs. Commode's prentice is below, and has 


brought home your new cap and ruffles, Chicken 


Polly. | 
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Polly. Let me ſee—let me ſee—[ opening the box.] 
Well, I ſwear this is a mighty pretty. cap, a ſweet 
pair of flying lappets! Aren't they, Nurſee ?——-Hal 
what's this? [/ooking into the box. I—Oh charming | 


a letter! did not I tell you fo? Let's ſee—let's 
ſee (opening the letter haftily—it contains three or four 
foreets,) © Joy of my ſoul, =only hope,—eternal 
&« bliſs, —[ dipping into different places.] The cruel 
« blaſts of coyneſs and diſdain blow out the flame of 
love, but then the virgin breath of kindneſs and 
«© compaſſion blows it in-again.” —Prodigious pret - 
ty! is'nt it, Nurſee? ¶ turning over the leaves.] 

Nurſe. Ves, that is pretty, - but what a deal there 
1s on't! It's an old ſaying and a true one, the more 
there's ſaid the leſs there's done. Ah, they wrote 
other gueſs ſort of letters, when I was a girl! [while 
fe talks Polly read. ] 

Polly. Lord, Nurſee, if it was not for novels and 
love- m a girl would have no uſe for her writing 
and reading. — But what's here? [reading.] Poetry ! 
— Well may I cry out with Alonzo in the Re- 
venge 
% —Where didft thou fleal thiſe eyes? From heauen? 
% Thou didſi, and tis religion to adore them !” 
Excellent! oh! he's a dear man! 

Nurſe. Ay, to be ſure! ——But you forget your 
letter-carrier below, ſhe'll never bring you another, 
if you don't ſpeak to her kindly. 

Polly. Speak to her! why PII give her ſixpence, 
woman! Tell her I am coming. —I will but juſt read 
my letter over five or fix times, and go to her, ©. Oh, 
he's a charming man! [reading.] Very fine ! very 
pretty !—He writes as well as Bob Lovelace ¶ kiſſing 
the letter.] Oh, dear, ſweet Mr. Scribble! [EEæit. 


Scens 


„ ee 


* Potty HonevcoMBre 
Scene changes to another apartment. 


HonzYcomBe and Mrs. HoxENYCONMBE at bel 
Honk TCONTHRAE reading the new:-paper. 
Mrs. Hon. My dear! [peevi/hly.] 
Hon. What d'ye ſay, my love? [Vill reading. ] 


Mrs. Hon. Vouù take no notice of me. Lay by that 


filly paper put it down come then— drink your. 
tea. - Vou dont love me now. 
Hon. Ahl my beauty! | /oking very fondly.] 


Mrs. Hon. Do you love your own dear wife? 


{ tenderly. ] 


Hon. Dearly.---She knows L do.---Don't you, my 


beauty? 
Mrs. Hon. Ah, you're a dear, dear man [ring 


and hiſſing him.] He does love her- and he's her own: 


husband---and-ſhe loves him moſt dearly and tender- 
ly---that ſhe does. Ai ing him.] 
Hon. My beauty! I have a piece of news for you. 
Mrs. Hon. What is it? my ſweeting ! 
Hon. The paper here ſays, that young Tom Sea- 


ton, of Alderſgate-Street,. was married yeſterday at 


Bow-Church, to Miſs Fairly of Cornhill. 

Mrs. Hon. A flaunting, flaring huſſy! ſhe a huſ- 
band - 

Hon. But what does my beauty think of her own 
daughter ? 

Mrs. Hon. Of our Polly? ſweeting 

Hon. Ay, Polly: What ſort of a wife d'ye think 
he'll make? my love !---I concluded every thing 
with Mr. Simeon yeſterday, and expect Mr. Ledger 
every minute, 

Mrs. Hon. Thank, my ſweetings !---why, I think, 


if ſhe loves him half ſo well as I do my own dear man 
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q POLLY HoNnEYCOMBE. 9 | 
Z that hell never ſuffer him out of her-ſight--that ſhe ll | 
look at him with pleaſure---[they both ogle fondly. ]--- 
and love him---and kiſs him---and fondle him---oh, 
my dear, it's impoffible to ſay how NY I love you. 
= Ting and fondling.] 


Enter LEDGER. 


Ledger. Heyday ! what now, good folks, what 
now ? Are you ſo much in arrear? or are you pay- 
ing off principal and intereſt both at once? 

Hon. My dear !—=-Conſider—-Mr. Ledger is 

Mrs. Hon. What ſignifies Mr. Ledger .— He 18 
one of the family, you know, my ſweeting ! 

Ledger. Ay, ſo I am, —never mind me - never mind 
me.---Tho* by the bye, I ſhould be glad of ſome» 
body to make much of me too. Where's Miſs Polly 2 

Hen, That's right---that's right. Here, Jobn! 


hob n hen, ng N A 3 n tat 
e ee 
3 1 < 2 
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Enter Ionx. 


Where's Polly? 

John. In her own room, Sir. 

Hon. Tell her to come here and hark ye, John! 
while Mr. Ledger ſtays, I am not at home to any 
body elle. [Exit John. 

Ledger. Not at home !---are thoſe your ways ?---If 
I was to give ſuch a meſſage to my ſervant, I ſhou'd 
expect a commiſſion. of bankruptcy out againit me 
the next day. 

Hon. Ay, you men of large dealings---it was ſo 
with me, when I was in buſineſs.---But where's this 
girl? what can ſhe- be about? My beauty, do 
itep yourſelf, and ſend her here immediately. 

Mrs. Hon. I will, my ſweeting ! [offering to ki/5 him] 

Han, Nay, my love, not now] 
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Mrs. Hon. Why not now ?---I will. [ k:/ing. him.] 
Good bye, love. --- Mr. Ledger, your ſervant ! --- 
B'ye, deareſt! [Exit. 

Hon. Ha! ha! you ſee, Mr. Ledger ! you ſee what 
you are to come to---but I beg pardon---I quite for- 
got---have you breakfaſted? 

Ledger. Breakfaſted! ay, four hours ago, and done 
an hundred tickets ſince, over a diſh of coffee, at 
Garrayway's. — Let me ſee, [ pulling out his watch.] 
bleſs my ſoul, it's eleven o'clock ! I wiſh Miſs would 
come.---It's transfer-day.---I muſt be. at the bank 
before twelve, without fail. 

Hon. Oh, here ſhe comes.-----[ Enter Pol Lv.] 
Come, child! where have you been all this time ?-- 
Well, Sir,  Pll leave you together. Polly, you'll 
— ha! ha! ha! Vour ſervant, Mr. Ledgen, 
your ſervant! [ Exit. 


[PolLY and LEDGER remain,---they fand at a great 
| diſtance from each other. ] 

Poly. | Afide.] What a monſter of a'man !---What 
will the frightful creature ſay to me ?---I am now, 
for all the world, juſt in the ſituation of poor Clari/- 
a, and the wretch is ten times uglier than Soames 
himſelf. | 

| Leager. Well, Miſs!” 

Polly. [ 4fide.] He ſpeaks! what ſhall I fay to him? 
-— Suppoſe I have a little ſport with him.---I will. 
I'll indulge myſelf with a few airs of diſtant flir- 
tation at firſt, and then treat him like a dog. I'll. 
"oy him worſe than Nancy Howe ever did Mr. Hick- 

man.---Pray, Sir, [to Ledger.] Did you ever read 

Gs hiſtory of Emilia? 
Leͤager. Not I, Miſs, not I.---I have” no time to 
think. 


oLLY HONEYCOMBE. 11 


think of ſuch things, not I.---I hardly ever read any 
thing, except the Daily Advertiſer, or the lift at 
Llyd's-----nor write neither, except its my name 
now and then.---I keep a dozen clerks for nothing 
in'the world elſe but to write. 

Polly. A dozen clerks !---Prodigious! 

Ledger. Ay, a dozen clerks. Buſineſs muſt be 
done, Miſs !---We have large returns, and the ba- 
lance muſt be kept on the right fide, you know. 
In regard to laſt year now---Our returns from the firſt 
of January to the laft of December, fifty-nine, were 


to the amount of ſixty thouſand pounds ſterling. We 


clear upon an average, at the rate of twelve per cent. 
Caſt up the twelves in ſixty thouſand, and you may 
make a pretty good gueſs at our net profits. 

Polly. Net profits! 

Ledger. Ay, Miſs, net profits.---Simeon and Led- 
yer are names as well known, as anyin the Alley, 
and good for as much at the bottom of a piece of 
paper. But no matter for that you muſt 
know that I have an account to ſettle with you, - 
Miſs.-Vou're on the debtor ſide in my books, I 
can tell you, Mats. D 

Polly. I in your debt, Mr. Ledger 

Ledger. Over head and ears in my debt, Miſs ! 

Polly. J hate to be in debt of all things---pray let 
me diſcharge you at once---for I can't endure to be 
dunn'd. 

Ledger. Not ſo faſt, Miſs! not ſo faſt. Right rec- 
koning makes long friends.---Suppoſe now we ſhould 
compound this matter, and ſtrike a balance in fa- 
vour of both parties. 

Polly. How d'ye mean? Mr. Ledger] 

Ledger. Why then in plain Engliſh, Miſs, I love 

_ 
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you----Pl1 marry you----My uncle Simeon and Mr. 
Honeycombe have ſettled the matter between them 
I am fond of the match---and hope you are the 
fame---There's the Sum Total. 

Polly. Lord, this is ſo ſtrange ! Befides, is it poſ- 
fible that I can have any charms for Mr. Ledger ? 

Ledger. Charms! Miſs ; you are all over charms. 
II like you---I like your perſon, your family, your 
fortune---I like you altogether- The omniums--- 
Eh, Miſs !---I like the omniums---and don't care 
how large a premium I give for them. 

Polly. Lord, Sir! 

Ledger. Come, Miſs, let's both ſet our * to 
it, and ſign and ſeal the agreement, without loſs of 
time, or hindrance of buſineſs. 

Polly. Not ſo. faſt, Sir, not ſo faſt. ---Right rec- 


| Koning makes long friends, you know— Mr, Ledger 


Ledger. Miſs! 

Polly. After ſo explicit and polite a declaration on 
your part, you will expect, no doubt, ſome ſuitable 
returns on mine. 

Ledger. To be ſure, Miſs, to be gait 4 ay, 
let's examine the per contra. 

Polly. What you have ſaid, Mr. Ledger, has, I 


take it for granted been very ſincere. 


Ledger. Very ſincere, upon my credit, Miſs! 

Polly. For my part then, I muſt declare, however 
1 

Ledger. Out with it, Miſs! 

Polly. That the paſſion I entertain for you is e- 
qually ſtrong —— 

Ledger. Oh brave! 

Polly. And that I do with equal or more ſinceri- 
15 
Ledger. 


POLLY HONEYCOMBE. 


Ledger. Thank you, Miſs; thank you! 
Polly. Hate and deteſt 
Ledger. How | How! 
Polly. Loath and abhor you 
Ledger. What! what! 
Polly. Your fight is ſhocking to me, your conver- 
ſation odious, and your paſſion contemptible 
Ledger. Mighty well, Miſs; mighty well! 
Polly. You are a vile book of arithmetic; a table of 
pounds, ſhillings, and pence---You are uglier than 
a figure of eight, and more tireſome than the multi- 
plication table. There's the Sum Total. 
3 Ledger. Fleſh and blood — 
f Polly. Don't talk to me---Get along---Or if you 
don't leave the room, I will. 
Ledger. Very fine, very fine, Miſs! Mr. Honey. 
combe ſhall know this. [ Exit. 


v3 


PoLLy alone. 


Ha! ha! ha!—There he goes !—Ha! ha! ha! 
have out-topped them all---Miſs Howe, Narci/- 
A, Clarinda, Polly Barnes, Sophy Willis,” and all of 
5 them. None of them ever treated an odious fellow 


I ME with half fo much ſpirit.---'This would make an ex- 
cellent chapter in a new novel. But here comes 
T papa---In a violent paſſion, no doubt.---No matter 
ver lt will only furniſh materials for the next chapter. 
Enter HoxEYCoMBE, 
8 C* 


Hon. What is the meaning, Miſtreſs Polly, of this 
extraordinary behaviour? How dare you treat Mr. 
Leger fo ill, and behave fo undutifully to your papa 
and mama? ou are a ſpoilt child---Your mama 
and J have been too fond of you But have a care, 

C young 
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young Madam! mend your conduct, or you may be 

ſure, we'll make you repent on't. 

Polly. Lord, papa, how can you be ſo angry with 
me ? I am as dutiful as any girl in the world. 

But there's always an uproar in the family a- 

bout marrying the daughter, and now Fe I muſt ſuf- 

fer in my turn. 

Hon. Hark ye, Miſs ! Why did not you re- 
ceive Mr. Ledger as your lover? 

Polly. Lover !—Oh, dear papa!-—He has no more 
of a lover about him He never ſo much as caſt 
one languiſhing look towards me; never once preſt 
my hand, or ſtruck his breaſt, or threw himſelf at my 
feet, or Lord, I read ſuch a delightful declarati- 
on of love in the new novel this morning! firſt, papa, 
Sir George Trueman 

Hon. Devil take Sir George Trueman ———theſe 
curſed novels have turned the girl's head Hark 
ye, huſſy! I could almoſt find in my heart to! ſay, 
huſſy, isn't Mr. Ledger a husband of your papa and 
mama's providing? and ar'n't they the propereſt per- 
ſons to diſpoſe of you ? ; 

Polly. Diſpoſe of me !— See there now Why you 
have no notion of theſe things, papa! Your 
head's ſo full of trade and commerce, that you would 
_ diſpoſe of your daughter like a piece of merchandiſe. 
But my heart is my own property, and at nobody's 
diſpoſal but my own. —— Sure you would not conſign 
me, like a bale of filk, to Ledger and Co.---Eh! 


papa! 

Hon. Her impudence amazes me. -Hark ye, huſ. 
ſy, you're an undutiful ſlut 
Polly. Not at all undutiful, papa! But I hate 
Mr. Ledger. — I can't endure the fight of him 

Hon. 


4 N. e 
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Hon. This is beyond all patience. 
huſſy, Pl ——— 

Polly. Nay more; to tell you the whole truth, my 
heart is devoted to another. I have an inſuperable 
paſſion for him; and nothing ſhall ſhake my affection 
for my dear Mr. Scribble. 

Hon. Mr. Scribble !---Who's Mr. Scribble? 
Hark ye, huſſy, I'll turn you out of doors.--Pll 
have you confin'd to your chamber Get out of my 
ſight Pl have you lock'd up this inſtant. 

Polly. Lock'd up! I thought ſo. Whenever a poor 
girl refuſes to marry any horrid creature, her parents 
provide for her, then ſhe's to be lock'd up immedi- 
ately. —— Poor Clari/a-! poor Sephy Weſtern ! I am 
now going to be treated juſt as you have been before 
me: 

Hon. Thoſe abominable books ! ———- Hark ye, 
huſſy! you ſhall have no novel to amuſe you Get a- 


Hark ye, 


long, I ſay Nor no pen and ink to ſcrawl letters — 


Why don't you go Nor no truſty companion, 
Get along I'll have you lock'd up this inſtant, 
and the key of your chamber ſhall be in your mama's 
cuſtody. 

Polly. Indeed, papa, you need not give my mama 
ſo much trouble. I have 
Hon. Get along, I ſay. 

Polly, J have read of ſuch things as ladders of 
ropes 

Hon. Out of my fight! 

Polly. Or of eſcaping out of window, by tying the 
ſheets together 

Hon. Hark ye, huſſy 

Polly. Or of throwing one's ſelf into the ſtreet u- 
pon a feather- bed 

C 2 Hom, 
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16 POLLY HONETCO MBE. 
Hon. I'll turn you out of doors 
Pelly. Or of being catch'd in a gentleman's arms 
Hen. Zouns, III 
Pally. Or of. 


Hen. Will you be gone? I Exeunt, beth talking. 


Scene changes to POLLY 's apartment. 


Enter SCRIBBLE, diſguiſed in a livery, 


So An this diſguiſe Miſtreſs Nurſe has brought 
me hither ſafe and undiſcovered. —— Now for Miss 
Pell; ! here's her letter: a true picture of her non- 
ſenſical ſelf ! —— «© To my deareſt Mr. Scribble.” 


[ Reading the direficn.] And the ſeal 'T'wo Doves Bil- 


ling, with this motto: 


« We two, 
« When we WOOE,, 
Fill and code.“ 


—— Pretty — And a plain proof T ſhan't have much 
trouble with her, 
I'll carzy her off to-day, if poſſible.— Clap up a 


Pl make ſhort work o0n't es 


marriage at once, and then down upon our marrow- 
bones, and ask pardon and bleſſing of papa and ma- 


ma. [Noe cvithout.] Here ſhe comes. 


Hon. without, Get along, J. 1 to your 
chamber, huſſy! 

Polly, ævithout. Well, papa, I am 

Scrib. O the devil! Her father coming up 
with her! What ſhall I do? [Running about.] 
Where ſhall I hide myſelf? — !] ſhall certainly be 
diſcovered. Pl get up the chimney.-——Zouns! 


they are juſt here——Ten to one the old cuff may 
not Ray with her—['1l-pop. into this cloſet, [Ex 
Enter 
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Enter HONEYCOMBE and POLLY. 


Hon. Here, Miſtreſs Malapert, ſtay here, if you 
pleaſe, and chew the cud of diſobedience and miſ- 
chief in private. 

Polly. Very well, papa! 

Hon, Very well! What! you are ſulky now! 
Hark ye, huſſy, you are a ſau-y minx, and it's not 
very well. I have a good mind to keep you upon 
bread and water this month. Pll—Pl—But Pl ſay 
no more I'll lock you up, and carry the key to 
your mama She'll take care of you. You will 
have Mr. Scribble. — Let's ſee how he can get to 


you now. | Shewing the key. ] 
[ Exit, locking the door, 


PoLLY, alone. 


And fo I will have Mr. Scribble too, do what you 
can, Old Squaretoes / I am provided with pen, ink, 
and paper, in ſpite of their teeth. I remember that 
Clariſſa had cunning drawers made on purpoſe to ſe- 
cure thoſe things, in caſe of an accident I am ve- 
ry glad I have had caution enough to provide myſelf 
with the ſame implements of intrigue, tho* with a 
little more ingenuity. Indeed now they make ſtan- 
diſhes, and tea-cheſts, and dreſſing- boxes, in all forts 
of ſhapes and figures —-- But mine are of my own 
invention. Here I have got an excellent ink-horn 
in my pin-cuſhion—And a caſe of pens, and ſome 
paper, in my fan. [ Produces them.] I will write to 
Mr. Scribble immediately. I ſhall certainly fee him 
eaves-dropping about our door the firſt opportunity, 
and then I'll toſs it to him out of the window. 

[ Sits down to write. 


C 3 SCRIBBLE 
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SCRIBBLE putting his head out of the door of the clijet; 


A clear coaft, I find — The old codger's gone, 
and has lock'd me up with his daughter.---So much 
the better! —— Pretty ſoul! What is ſhe about? 
Writing !=—A letter to me, I'll bet ten to one 
PI go and anſwer it in propria perſoui. 


[Comes forward, and ftands behind Polly, look- 


ing over her writing. 


Polly, writing. T Me—in-—-yovr—Arms.” 
Let me fee——— What have I written? [ Reading.] 
„My deareſt dear, Mr. Scribble. 
Scrib. I thought ſo! 
Polly, reading. I am now writir in the moſt 
*« cruel confinement. Fly then, oh fly to me on the 
* wings of love, releaſe me from this horrid goal, 
and impriſon me in your arms.“ 
Scribble. That I will with all my heart. [Embrac- 
ing Her. 
Polly. Oh! [ Screaming. 
Scrib. O the devil !----why do you ſcream fo ?---- 
I ſhall be diſcovered in ſpite of fortune. [running about.] 
Polly. Bleſs me! is it you? Huſh! | running to the 
door.] Here's my father coming up ſtairs, I proteſt. 


_-- 


Scrib. What the duce ſhall I do? I'll run 
into the cloſet again. 
Polly. O no! he'll ſearch the cloſet. Lord, 


here's no time to---he's here---get under the table--- 
{Scribble hides. ]---Lie ſtill-- What ſhall I ſay ? [| /iz 


down by the table.] 


Enter HOoNEYCOMBE, 


Hon, How now ? huſly !=— What's all this noiſe? 
: | Poll, . 
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Polly. Sir! [afßecting.ſurpriſe.] 

Hon. What made you ſcream ſo.violently ?- 

Polly. Scream! papa? 

Hon. Scream ! papa? - -Ay, ſcream, hufly What 
made you ſcream?. I ſay. 

Polly. Lord, papa, I have never opened my lips, 
but have been in a philoſophical reverie ever fince 
vou left me. 

Hon. I am ſure I thought I heard But how 
now, huſſy! what's here! pens ink and 
paper. Hark ye, hufly ! How came you by 
theſe ?= ——$S0! ſol fine contrivances ! 
them] And a letter begun too * cruel con- 
„ finement----wings of love your arms.” [read- 
ing] Ah, you forward ſlut !---But I am glad I have 
diſcovered this I'll ſeize theſe moveables. — 
So! ſo! now write, if you can Nobody ſhall 
come near you----Send to him, if you can. Now 
ſee how Mr. Scribble will get at you.----Now I have 
you ſafe, miſtreſs !---and now---ha! ha !---now you 
may make love to the table. [ Exit, locking the door. 

Polly. So I will.---We'll turn the tables upon you. 

Come, Mr. Scribble! 
Scrib. Here am I, my love! This 1s lucky, 
and droll too.----Under the table! ha! ha! ha! this 
is like making love in a pantomime---But my dear, 
you ſhould not have ſcreamed ſo. 

Polly. Lord, who thought of you ?---I was as much 
ſurpriſed as Sophy Weſtern, when ſhe ſaw Tom Jones 
in the looking glaſs:---But what brought you here ? 

Scrib. Love. 

Polly. What put you into that habit? 

. Scrib. You and love, my dear Polly, you,---I wear 
your livery, 


[examining 


Polly. 
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Polly. Lord! how well it becomes him !---But why 
a livery ? Mr. Scribble. 

Serib. Only to carry on our affair more ſecurely--- 
a. little amour in.maſquerade.---Do you know me? 


[ mimicking. | | | 
Polly. Comical creature !----But how. did you get 
here ? | 


Scrib, Under this diſguiſe, I pretended buſineſs to 
the Nurſe, and ſhe brought me hither. 
Poly. Admirable this is a moſt charming ad- 
venture. 
Scrib. Isn't it? 
Polly. And have yeu really a ſincere paſſion for 
me? | | 
Scrib. A ſineere paſon'!----true as the needle to 
the pole, or the dial to the ſun.—— 
Polly. But Mr. Scribble! 
Scrib. My dear! 
Polly. D'ye think I am as handſome as Clari/a, 
or Clementina, or Pamela, or Sophy Weſtern, or Amelia, 
or Narci//a, or | | 
Scrib. Handſome !---you are a conſtellation of all 
; their beauties blended together. Clariſ/a, and 
Sophy, and the-reſt-of them, were but mere types of 
you.----But my little charmer, what was the mean- 
of all that uproar I heard juſt now, and of your be- 
ing locked up in this manner? 
Polly. You, 
Scrib. I? 
' Polly. Ves, you. Vou was the meaning of it. They 
brought me an odious fellow for an huſband ; and 
ſo I told them that he was my utter averion ; that 


J was enamoured with you, and you alone; and that 
| my 
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my attachment was inviolable. to my dear Mr. 
Scribble. 
| Scrib, The duce you did! You-need not bluſh to 
own your paſhon for me, to be ſure—But things 
were not quite ripe for that yet. 

Polly. Yes, but they were ripe, and ripe enough. 
What! d'ye think I don't know how to manage 
for the beſt? | 

Scrib. O. to be ſure! but then this being kept un- 
der lock and-key, like the old Curmudgeon's firong 
box, ſpoils the fineſt ſcheme. . 

Polly.- What ſcheme ? 

Scrib. Why, a ſcheme to bring matters to iſſue at 
once, I was in hopes of ſecuring you for ever this 
very day. intended. to have. ſtolen ſlily down 
ſtairs with you, made a filent eſcape into the ſtreet, 
have ſqueezed you into a chair in a twinkling, had 
you conveyed to my lodgings, and have ſtrutted thi- 
ther with a © By your leave, gemmin!“ before your 
chair, in this livery. 

Polly. A moſt excellent contrivance . muſt 
put it in execution How can we manage it ? —— 
Let's make our eſcape out of the window ! 

Scrib. I muſt beg to be excuſed. 

Polly. Let us force the lock then ——or take off 
the ſcrews of it or ſuppoſe we ſhould contrive to 
m— [ noi/e at the door. 

Scrib. *Sdeath ! here's ſomebody coming. 

Polly, Huſh !——Stay !=———{ running to the door and 
peeping through the key-hole. J—O no! it's only 
Nurſe, 


After unlocking the door, enter NuRsE.. 


Murſe. Well, Chicken !—Where's Mr. Scribble? 
Scrib * 
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Scrib. O, Mrs. Nurſe, is it you! 
ly glad to ſee you. 

Polly. Oh Nurſee! you frighted us out of our little 
wits. I thought it had been papa or mama. 

Nar/e. Ah, Chicken, I've taken care of your mama. 
But I muſt not ſtay long —-Mr. Honeycombe brought 
her the key in a parlous fury, with orders to let no- 
body go near you, except himſelfr. But I. 
can't chuſe but laugh] prevailed on Madam to 
take a glaſs extraordinary of her cordial, and have 
left her faſt aſleep in her own chamber. 

Polly. The luckieſt thing in the world !—--Now, 
Mr. Scribble, we may put your ſtratagem in practice 
this inſtant. 

Scrib. With all my heart. I wiſh we were out of 
the houſe. 

Polly. Away, away then! 

Nurſe. Softly, Chicken, ſoftly Let me go be- 
fore, to ſee that there's nobody in the way, Come 
gently down ſtairs, PH ſet open the door of your 
cage, and then you may take wing as faſt as you 
pleaſe.---Ah, you're a ſweet pair of turtles !---Come 
along. 

Scrib. Turtles indeed! Come, my dear! We 
two, when we wooe,: bill and cooe. 8 

Polly. Very well !-.--You're to walk before my 
Chair, remember! — This is the fineſt adventure 
Jever had in my life! 

[ Extunt, following the Nurſe, 


J am hearti- 


Scent 
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Scene changes to Mrs. HoneycomBEe”s apartment. 


Mrs. HonEYComMBE alone,---ſeweral phials on the table, 
with labels. 


I am not at all well to-day,---[Yawns, as if juſt 
waktng.]---Such a quantity of tea in a morning, 
makes one quite nervous---and Mr. Honeycombe does 
not chuſe it qualified. II have ſuch a dizzineſs in 
my head, it abſolutely turns round with me.---T 
don't think neither that the hyſteric water is warm 
enough far my ſtomach. —— IT muſt ſpeak to Mr. 
Julep to order me ſomething rather more comfort- 


able. 


— 


Enter NURSE. 


Nur/e. Did you call, Ma' am? 

Mrs. Hon. Oh Nurſe, 1s it you? 
not call---Where's Mr. Honeycombe ? 

Nurſe. Below ſtairs in the parlaur, Madam. -I 
did not think ſhe'd have wak'd ſo ſoon If ſhe 
ſhould miſs the key now, before I've an opportunity 
to lay it down again! [ Aſide.] 

Mrs. Hon. What d'ye ſay? Nurſe! 

Nurſe, Say? Ma'am ! Say ! —— I ſay, I hope 
you're a little better, Ma'am'! 

Mrs. Hon. Oh Nurſe, I am perfectly giddy with 
my nerves, and ſo low ſpirited. ' 

Nur/e. Poor gentlewoman! ſuppoſe I give you a 

ſup out of the caſe of Italian cordials, Ma'am ! that 
was ſentas a preſent from Mr. What-d*ye-call-him, 
in Crutched-Fryars—the Italian merchant with the 
long name. 

Mrs. Hon. Filthy poiſon! don't mention it !— 
Faugh! I hate the very names of them. —You 

know, 


No, I did 
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know, Nurſe, I never touch any cordials, but wkat 
come from the apothecary's What o'clock is it? 
m—— nt it time to take my draught? 

Nurſe. By my troth, I believe it is—Let me ſee, 
J believe this is it [Takes up a phial, and ſlips 
the key upon the table.] © The Stomachic Draught to 
« be taken an hour before dinner. For Mrs Honey - 
ee combe.”” [reading the label. ] —Ay, this is it—Þy 
my troth, I am glad I've got rid of the key again. 
[ Afeae. | 

Mrs. Hon. Come then! Pour it into a tea cup and 
give it me.— I'm afraid I can't take it. It goes ſad- 
ly againſt me. 


While ſhe is drinking, HoxnEyYCoMBE wwwithour. 

Run, John, run!—After them immediately! 
Harry, do you run too. — Stick cloſe to Mr. Ledger 
— Don't return without them for your life! 

Nurſe. Good lack! good lack! they're diſcovered 
as ſure as the day. ¶Aſde.] | 

Mrs. Hen. Lord, Nurſe, what's the matter? 

Nur/e. J don't know, by my troth. 


Euter HONEY COMBE. 

Mrs. Hon. O, my ſweeting, I am glad you are 
come. -!] was ſo frighted about you. [ Ri/es, and /eems 
diſorder d.] 

Hon. Zouns, my dear — 

Mrs. Han. O. don't ſwear, my deareſt! 

Hon. Zouns, it's enough to make a parſon ſwear 
»——— - You, have let, Polly eſcape——-She's run away 
with a fellow. 

Mrs. Hon. You perfectly aſtoniſh me, my dear! 
———[ can't poſſibly conceive My poor head 


aches too to ſuch. a degree Where's the key of her 
chamber? [ Seems diſorder'd.] 


Nur/e. 
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Nurſe. Here, Madam, here it is. 

Hon. Zouns, I tell you 

Mrs. Hon. Why, here's the key, my ſweeting! 
— —- It's abſolutely impoſſible —1t has lain here ever 
| Eince you brought it me—not a ſoul has touched it 
— have they, Nurſe ? [ d:/ordered.] 

Nurſe, Not a creature, I'Il take my bible oath on't. 

Hon. I tell you, ſhe's gone.— I'm ſure on't—Mrg 
Ledger ſaw a ſtrange footman put her into a chair, at 
the corner of the ſtreet—and he and 7%, and a 
whole poſſe, are gone in purſuit of them. 

Mrs. Hon, 'This is the moſt extraordinary circum- 
ftance—-It's quite beyond my comprehenſion-— But 
my ſweeting muſt not be angry with his own dear 
wife —it was not her fault. [ fondling.] 

Hon. Nay, my love, don't trifle now ! — 

Mrs. Hon. I muſt — I will 

Hon. Zouns, my dear, be quiet -I ſhall have my 
girl ruined for ever. 

Ledger, without. This way—=this way bring them 
along ! 422 

Hen. Hark! they're coming Mr. Ledger has over- 
taken them they're here. 

Ledger, without, Here - Mr. Honeycombe is in this 
room Come along 


Enter LEDGER, POLLY, and SCRIBBLE, with fer- 
wants. 


Ledger. Here they are, Mr. Heneycombe We've 


brought them back again. Here they are, Ma- 
dam, | | 


Hon, Hark ye, huſly! I have a good mind to turn 
you out of doors again immediately.—Vou are a 
to your family. You're a ſhame to 


D Mrs. 


26 POLLY HONEYCOMUBEE. 


Mrs. Hon. Stay, my dear, don't you put yourſelf 
into ſuch a paſſion Poll, obſerve what I ſay to 
you Let me know the whole circumſtances of this 
affair——-I don't at all underſtand— Tell me, 1 
fay.——[ diſorder'd.] 

Hen. Zouns! I have no patience. — Hark ye, 
Huſly ! Where was you going ? Who does 
this fellow belong to? Where does he live? 
Who 1s he ? | 

Polly. That gentleman, papa, is Mr. Scribble. 

Hon. This !. is this Mr. Scribble ? 

Scrib. The very man, Sir, at your ſervice——An 
humble admirer of Miſs Honeycombe's. 

Polly. Yes, papa, that's Mr. Scribble. The ſo- 
vereign of my heart The ſole object of my affec- 
tions. 

Mrs. Hon. What can be the meaning of all this ? 

Hom. Why you beggarly ſlut ! What, would 
you run away from your family with a fellow in li- 
very ? a footman ? | 

Polly. A footman! ha! ha! ha! very good; 2 
footman | 

Scrib. A footman, eh, my dear! 
boy l——A ſcoundrel fellow in livery 
joke, faith! [Laughing with Polly. ] 

Polly. Why, papa, don't you know that every 
gentleman diſguiſes himſelf in the courſe of an amour? 
Don't you remember that Bob Lovelace diſguiſed 
 himfelf like an old man? and Tem Ramble like an old 
No adventure can be carried on with- 


An errand 
A good 


woman? 


out it. | 
Hon. She's certainly mad ſtark mad. Hark 


ye, Sir! Who are you? P11 have you ſent to the 
Compter—You ſhall give an account of yourſelf be- 


fore my Lord Mayor. 


Scrib. 
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Scrib. What care I for my Lord Mayor, or the 
whole court of Aldermen ? Hark ye, old Grey- 
beard, TI am a gentleman ——— A gentleman as well 
known as any in the city. 

Mrs. Hon. Upon my word, I believe ſo.— He ſeems 
a very proper gentleman- like young perſon. 

Ledger. As well known as any in the city I don't 
believe it—He's no good man I am ſure he's not 
known upon Change. 

Scrib, Damme, Sir, what d'ye mean? 

Ledger. Oho! Mr. Gentleman, is it you ?———l 
thought I knew your voice—Ay, and your face too. 
Pray, Sir, don't you live with Mr. Trawver/e, 
the attorney, of Gracechurch-Street * —— Did not you 
come to me laſt week about a policy of inſurance ? 
Scrib. O the devil! [afide.]. I come to you? Sir! 
II never ſaw your face before. [to Ledger. ] 

Nurſe, Good lack! he'll certainly be diſcovered. 
[afide.] 

Hon. An attorney's clerk Hark ye, friend 

Scrib. Egad, I'd beſt ſneak off before it's worſe. 
Froing.] 

Hon. Hark ye, woman! [to Nurſe. II begin 
to ſuſpect Have not I heard you ſpeak of a kinſman, 
clerk to Mr. Trawer/e ? Stop him ? 

Scrib. Hands off, Gentlemen! Well then—I 
do go through a little buſineſs for Mr. Traver/e-- 
What then? What have you to ſay to me now ? Sir! 

Polly. Do pray, mama, take Mr, - 


Scribble s part, pray do! Apart, æubile 
Nurſe. Do, Ma'am, ſpeak a good, ch 


word for him. : 
bble. 
Mrs. Hon. I underſtand nothing at 3 
all of the matter. 


D 2 Hen · 


28 POLLY HONEYCO MUR. 


Hon. Hark ye, woman He's your nephew 
—— Pm ſure on't—— I'll turn you out of doors 
immediately. Vou ſhall be | 

Nurſe. I beg upon my knees that your honour 
would forgive me I meant no harm, Heaven a- 
bove knows <—_— [Nurſe kneeling. 

Hor. No harm! what to marry my daughter to 
Il have you ſent to Newgate And you. 
L* Polly. ] you ſorry baggage ; d' ye ſee what you 
was about? ——You was running away with a beg- 
gar With your nurſe's nephew, huſly ! 

Polly. Lord, papa, what ſignifies whoſe nephew 
he is? He may be ne'er the worſe for that. Who 
knows but he may be a foundling, and a gentleman's 
ſon, as well as Tom Jones . My mind is reſolved, 
and nothing ſhall ever alter it. 

Scrib. Bravo, Miſs Polly A fine generous ſply 
rit, faith ! 

Hon. You're an impudent ſlut You're un 
done, | 

Mrs. Hon. Nay, but look ye, Polly ! 
child. Mou know that I 

Polly. As for my poor mama here, you ſee, Sir, 
the is a little in the nervous way this morning 
When ſhe comes to herſelf, and Mr. Fulep's draughts 
have taken a proper effect, ſhe'll be convinced I am 
in the right. 

Hon. Hold your impertinence !—Hark ye, Polly— 

Polly. You, my angelic Mr. Scribble Ito Scribble. ] 

Scrib. Ma chere adorable ! 

Pelly. You may depend on my conſtancy and af- 
fection. I neyer read of any lady's giving up her 
don to ſubmit to the abſurd election of her pa- 
rents. 


Mind me, 


aA 
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rents, —T'll have you, let what will be the conſe- 
quence. Il have you, though we go thro” 
as many diſtreſſes as Booth and. Amelza.. 

Hon. Peace, huſly ! 

Polly. As for you, you odious wretch, [to Ledger] 
how could they ever imagine that I ſhould dream of 
ſuch a creature? A great he-monſter! I would as 
ſoon be married to the Sraffordhire giant — I hate 
you. You are as deceitful as Blifl, as rude as the 
Harlowes, and as. ugly as Doctor Sp. [ Extt, 

Ledger. Mighty well, Miſs, mighty well! 

Scrib. Prodigious humour! high fun, faith! 

Hon. She's downright raving —Mad' as a March 
hare — PII put her into Bedlam I'll ſend 
her to her relations in the country Ill have 
her ſhut up in a nunnery PI 

Mrs. Hon. Come, my ſweeting, don't make your 
dear ſelf ſo uneaſy Don't —— 

Hon. Hark you, woman, [ro the Nur/e] I'll have 
you committed to Newgate. IU 

Nur/e, Pray, your dear honour |! —{ Knecling.] 

Hon. As for you, Sir! [zo Scribble] — Hark ye, 
Swipling 

Scrib. Nay, nay, old gentleman, no bouncing !--- 
You're miſtaken in your man, Sir! I know what Pm 
about, 

Hon, Zouns, Sir, and I know 

Scrib. Yes, Sir, and I know that I've done nothing 
contrary. to the twenty-fixth of the King---Above a 
moath ago, Sir, I took. lodgings in Miſs Polly's 
name and mine, in the pariſh of St. George's in the 
Fields, The banns have been asked three times, 
and I could have married Miſs Polly to-day 80 
much for that. And ſo, Sir, your ſervant— 


If 


* 
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If you offer to detain me, I ſhall bring my action on 
the caſe for falſe impriſonment, ſue out a bill of 
Middleſex, and upon a nor eff inventus, if you ab- 
ſcond, a latitat, then an alias, a pluries, a non omittas, 
and fo on Or perhaps I may indi& you at the 
ſeſſions, bring the affair by certiorari into bancum re- 
gs, et cetera, et cetera, et cetera, And now —— 
Stop me at your peril. [ Exit. 
pile Scribble ſpeaks Nurſe freaks off] 

Hon. J am ſtunn'd with his jargon, and confound- 
ed at his impudence. PII put an end to this mat 
ter at once Mr. Ledger, you ſhall marry my 
daughter to-morrow morning. 

Ledger. Not I indeed, my friend! I give up my in- 
tereſt in her She'd make a terrible wife for a ſo- 
ber citizen. Who can anſwer for her behaviour? 
I would not underwrite her for ninety per cent. 

[ Exit, 

Hon. See there! ſee there My girl is undone. 
——-Her character is ruined with all the world 
"Theſe damn'd ſtory books What ſhall we do? 
Mrs. Honeycombe, what ſhall we do? 

Ms. Hen. Look ye, my dear! you've been wrong 
in every particular —— 

Hon. Wrong | -—— I! Wrong! | 

Mrs. Hon. Quite wrong, my dear! I would not 
expoſe you before company---My tenderneſs, you 
know, is ſo great — But leave the whole affair to 
You are too violent Go, my dear, go 


me 


and compoſe yourſelf, and PII ſet all matters to rights 
[ing turns back.] Don't you do any thing of 
your own head now—Truſt it all to me, my dear! 
Ze ſure you do, my love! [ Exit. 

Hem 
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Hon. [alone.] Zouns, I ſhall run mad with vexati- 
en—lI ſhall—Was ever man fo heartily provoked ? 
—You fee” now, Gentlemen, [coming forward to the 
audience] what a ſituation I am in !-—Inſtead of hap- 
pineſs and jollity, My friends and family about 
me,—A wedding and a dance, —And every thing as 
it ſhould be, Here am I, left by myſelf,---Deſert- 
ed by my intended ſon-in-law, —- Bully'd by an at- 
torney's clerk, - My daughter mad, My wife in the 
vapours,—And all's in confuſion. This comes 
of cordials and novels.— Zouns, your Stomachicks 
are the devil—And a man might as well turn his 
daughter looſe in Covent-garden, as trult the culti> 
vation, of her mind to 
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Spoken by Miſs PO P E. 


Enter, as POLLY, laugbing— Ha! ha! ha! 

V Y poor Papa's in woeful agitation 

While I, the cauſe,. feel. here, * her bo- 
ſom, ] no palpitation— 

Ve Girls of Reading, and ſuperior notions, 

Who from the fountain head drink love's faveet potions, 

Pity our parents, when ſuch paſſion blinds em, 

One hears the good folks rade. One never minds em. 

Till theſe dear books infus'd their /oft ingredients, 

Ajham'd and fearful, I was all Obedience. 

Then my good Father did not florm in wain, 

I bluſh'd and cry d.—I'Il ne'er do ſo again: 

But noao ud bugbears can my ſpirit tame, 

Poe conquer'd Fear---And almoſt conquer'd Shame : 

So much theſe Dear Inſtructom change and win us, 

Without their light we ner ſhould know what's in u 

Here au at once ſupply our childiſb wants--- 

NoveLs are Hotbeds for your forward Plants. 

Not only Sentiments refine the foul. 

But hence wwe learn to be the Smart and Orole; 
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Zach awkward circumſtance for laughter ſerves, 
From Nur/e's non ſenſe to my Mother's NERVES. 


Th Parents tells us, that our genius lies 
In mending linnen and in making pies, 
1 Jet ſuch formal precepts at defiance 
T hat preach up prudence, neatne/s, and compliance; 
Leap theſe old bounds, and boldly ſet the pattern, 
To be a Wit, Philoſopher, and Slattern—— 


O did all maids and wives my ſpirit feel, 
Wi'd make this top/y-turvy world to reel : 
Let us to arms !---=Our Fathers, Husbands, dare 
Novels will teach us all the Art of War : 
Our Tongues will ſerve for Trumpet and for Drum 
PII be your Leader---General Ho REYCOM BE! 


Too long has human nature gone aſtray, 
Daughters ſhould govern, Parents ſhould obey 3 
Man fhou'd ſubmit, the moment that he weds, 
And hearts of oak ſhou'd yield to wiſer heads : 
1 fee you ſmile, bold Britons !--- But tis true 
Beat You the French ;-- But let your Wives beat Vou. 
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